
The troublejome Taigne 

Monks, My L. I cry your Lordfliip mercy,I faw yoil - 
Abbot, Alas good Thomas &o not murther me and tl ** 
(halt haue my place with thoufandthankes. * 10u 

Mon. I murder you / God fhieid from fuch a thought 
*Ab. If thou wilt needcsjet let me fay my prayers ' 
Mon. I will not hurt your Lordfliip good my Lord- 
but if you pleafe,l will impart a thing that fliall be benef/ 
ciallto vs all. 

aAb. Wilt thou not hurt me holy Monke ? fay on. 
Mon. You know my Lord,the King is in our houfe 
Ah. True. 

Mon. You know likewife the King abhorres a Frier 
Ah. True. 

Mon. And he that loues not a Frier is our enemy, 

Ab. Thou fa i ft true, 
t Mon. Then t he King is our enemy. 

Ab. True. 

Mo». Why then fliould we not kill our enemy, and the 
King being our enemy, w hy then fliould we not kill the K. 

_ oAb. O b ft (Ted Monke ! 1 fee God moues thy mindeto 
free this land from tyrants fiaucry . 

But who dare venter for to doe the deed ? 

Mon. W ho dare ? why I tny Lord dare doe the deed, 

He free my Countrey and the Church from foes. 

And merit heauen by killing of a King. 

Ab. Thomas kneele downe.and if thou art refolu’d, . 

I will abfolue thee here from all thy' ftnnes. 

For why the deed is meritorious. ’ 

Forward,and feare not man.foreuery month, 

OurFriers fliall fing a Mafle forThimas foule.; 

Mon God and $. Francis profper my attempt. 

For now my Lord I goe about my worke. . Exeunt 
Snter Lewis and his Armte. 

Lewis, Thus vidory in bloody Lawrdl dad, . 

Follows the fortune ofyoung Loaowik ? , 

The Englishmen as daunted at our fight, 

. & Fall' 



Fall as the fowle before the Eagles eyes, 

One'ly tv0 crol ^ es of contrary change 
noe nip m v heart, and vex me with vnreft. 

Lord Melons death,the one part of my foule, 

A-brauer man did newer liue in Fraunce. 

The other griefe, I, that’s a gall indeed, ^ 

To thinke that 'Doner Caftle fliould hold out 
G?.inft all affaults and reft impregnable. 

Ye"e warrelike race of Francus HetforsConnc, 

Triumph in conqueft of that tyrant John, 

The better halfe of England is our ownc .• 

And towards the conqueft of the other part 
We haue the face of all the Englifli Lords, 

What then remainesbutouerrunne the land ? 

Be refolute my warrelike followers. 

And if good fortune ferue as flic, begins. 

The pooreft pefant of the realme of France 
Shall be a mailer ore an Englifli Lord, 

Enter a Merger. 

Lewis, Fellow, whacnewes ? 

Metf. Pleafeth your Grace, the Earle of SAisburj,?em. 
bmk*, Effcx, Clare, and Amnddl, with. all the Barons that 
did fWit for thee, are on a fudden fled with all their pow- 
ers to' ioyne with John, to driuc thee backe againe. 

Enter another CMetfengcr. \ 

Metf. Lewis miy Lord.whyftandftthouinamaze? 
Gather thy troupes, hope not of helpe from Fraunce, 
Forallthy forcesbcing fiftie fails, 

Containing twenty thoufand fouldiers, 

With victuall and munition for the warre, 

Pitting them from Call.ee in vnlucky time, 

1) rrofle the feas,and on the Goodwin fands. 

The ... m,munitiot3,and the fliips are loft. 

Enter another metfenger. 

Lewis, More newes ? fay on. 

Metf. lohn (my Lard) with all his fluttered troupes, 

L 3 fly mg 
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